his body and mind was revealed only by his pulse,
his temperature and the expression of his face. He
hardly came out of the heavy sleep mixed with de-
lirium into which he was plunged by his disease, and
probably by the chloroform. On Tuesday, when the
Empress was near his bed, he murmured: "Where
is Louis?" She answered: "He has gone bade to
Woolwich; do you want Mm ?" " No, no, he is work-
ing and I do not want him disturbed.'' The follow-
ing day, Dr. Conneau, who had just returned from
London where he had been to see his daughter, who
was ill, entered the room. The Emperor said to
him: "Ah, is that you, Conneau? You were at
Sedan, were you not?" Thinking that His Majesty
had made a mistake, lie answered: "Yes, Sire, I
have been to London." "I did not ask whether you
were in London. I asked if you were at Sedan."
"Yes, Sire, I was there." '"Ah!" and he closed
his eyes.

"Louis! Sedan!" those were the last intelligible
words pronounced by Napoleon. The first was a
farewell to the beloved son whose presence always
brought a smile to his lips even in the midst of the
most cruel suffering of these final days of life. The
second word was a reminder of the moral and physi-
cal calvary which had tortured him during those
dreadful days of the summer of 1870 which had con-
tinued to torture him each day and even every- min-
ute since. This was the disease which sapped his
forces slowly but surely while the doctors were seek-
ing for physical causes. These were really his last
words, though he did open his mouth several times
thereafter, but only to respond in mono syllables
to the questions put by the doctors or by the Em-
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